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This ought to give us a good lead/ said Markham, indi-
cating the handkerchief. 'I suppose you went over the arti-
cles carefully, Sergeant?5

Heath nodded.  .

'Yes; and I imagine the bag belongs to the woman Ben-
son was out with last night. The housekeeper told me he
had an appointment and went out to dinner in his dress
clothes. She didn't hear Benson when he came back,
though. Anyway, we ought to be able to run down Miss
*M. St.C.' without much trouble.'

Markham had taken up the cigarette case again, and as
he held it upside down a little shower of loose, dried tobacco
fell on the table.

Heath stood up suddenly.

'Maybe those cigarettes came out of that case/ he sugges-
ted. He picked up the intact butt and looked at it. 'It's a
lady's cigarette, all right. It looks as though it might have
been smoked in a holder, too.*

'I beg to differ with you, Sergeant,3 drawled Vance.
'You'll forgive me, I'm sure. But there's a bit of lip rouge on
the end of the cigarette. It's hard to see, on account of the
gold tip.9

Heath looked at Vance sharply; he was too much sur-
prised to be resentful. After a closer inspection of the cigar-
ette, he turned again to Vance.

'Perhaps you could also tell us from these tobacco grains,
if the cigarettes came from this case/ he suggested, with
gruff irony.

'One never knows, does one?' Vance replied, indolently
rising.

Picking up the case, he pressed it wide open, and tapped
it on the table. Then he looked into it closely, and a humor-
ous smile twitched the corners of his mouth. Putting his
forefinger deep into the case, he drew out a small cigarette
which had evidently been wedged flat along the bottom of
the pocket.